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THE SOXTL Ol? THE GHETTO
I DID not for a long time perceive the drift of all this feverish intellectual activity . I was too busy reading and listening to care about the xillimate purpose of it nil. CJordin was giving his brilliant talks on the Evolution of the Drama, and running a scries of suggestive articles on the topic in Die Zukunft. A group of young writers had just begun the publication of Die Freie Stunde (The Idle Hour), which was devoted jnly to what was best in belles-lettres. The war between the radical and the reactionary press, always raging, was just now assuming a most violent character. rhe anarchist Frew Arbdter Stimnie was bringing out         ""
Jie journal of a Catholic priest who had attained to Atheism, and publishing column upon column of letters n which the merits of religion and free-thought were liscussecl by the public, a certain well-known agnostic .aking up the defense of religion for argument's sake. Within the progressive circle there were continual lebates betweea socialists and anarchists, which sorne-,imes rose to passionate fury, but always remained ^lightening. My mind was eagerly absorbing all these
impressions and all these wonderful ideas.   A new                     l
n                                 u\                                                         v-.t yet learned how to speak English.itual sustenance. Not only did the Canal Street publishers bring out the beautiful humorous tales of Sholom Aleiehem and Mendele Mocher Sforim and the poetry
